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a fit! The idea of drinking claret already opened was
then almost equivalent to atheism. Another sign of the
slump in ideals.
" What do you think about this strike, Coaker ? "
The almost hairless man lowered the Sauterne.
" Got no body in it, sir, if you ask me."
" What makes you say that ? "
" If it had any body in it, sir, they'd have had the
railings of Hyde Park up by now."
Soames poised a bit of his sole. " Shouldn't be surprised
if you were right," he said, with a certain approval.
" They make a lot of fuss, but no—there's nothing to
it. The dole—that was a clever dodge, sir. Pannus et
circcsses, as Mr. Mont says, snr."
" Ha !    Have you seen this canteen they're running ? "
" No, sir; I believe they've got the beetle man in this
evening. I'm told there's a proper lot of beetles."
" Ugh! "
" Yes, sir ; it's a nahsty insect."
Having finished dinner, Soames lighted the second of his
two daily cigars and took up the earpieces of the wireless.
He had resisted this invention as long as he could—but
in times like these ! " London calling ! " Yes, and the
British Isles listening ! Trouble in Glasgow ? There would
be—lot of Irish there ! More c specials ' wanted ? There'd
soon be plenty of those. He must tell that fellow Riggs
to enlist. This butler chap, too, could well be spared.
Trains I They seemed to be running a lot of trains already.
After listening with some attention to the Home Secretary,
Soames put the earpieces down and took up The British
Gazette. It was his first sustained look at this tenuous
production, and he hoped it would be his last. The
paper and printing were deplorable. Still, he supposed it
was something to have got it out at all. Tampering with

